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One 


Author's Notes: 
A request that I\'m dubious about since | haven\'t written fan fiction in about four years. 


If Vince could control this, he would. He could control just about everything else in his life: his body, his women, 
his crowds filling clubs on the Strip to the brim. 


But he was powerless against this newfound addiction independent of the cocaine he shoveled up his nose and 
the tequila he drowned his throat in. 
If he could control this, he wouldn't be standing outside the door at 2 AM in the morning staring at his 


yellowed socks. 


He discovered women in Compton when that girl with the doorknockers and headscarf gave him a onceover and 


smiled He discovered coke and booze at the parties inherent in any California teenager's maturation. 


This addiction snuck into his life in on the outskirts of the Valley. The girls were all hit the face and probably a 
few years too young for a 20-year-old, but that didn't stop Vince from taking a crack at them with his 


bedroom eyes and lazy smile before the set. Most fell for it, giggling and rattling off digits in the ditzy accent 
of the region, and as usual only he and Tommy were trying to score ass. Mick always went on about how he 
liked women and not girls or some self-righteous bullshit like that so the Valley was pretty slim pickings for 
him. Nikki went for the girls that wore leather teddies casually, closet freaks that were probably sprinkled 
throughout the club if he made himself visible and available. 


But Nikki stood in the corner, staring intently around the room with the sort of haughty air of a king, a 
sovereign of dive bars and heavy glam punk (© Nikki Sixx). That habit had bothered Vince from the start. Who 
the fuck was he to stand there, judging people but never giving enough of fuck to go and actually talk to 
them? Snotty brats like him who thought they knew it all just because they'd had a hard life, or had been in a 
few shitty bands, annoyed the shit out of Vince. This, plus Nikki's almost daily assertion that Vince was little 
more than "a spoiled blond bitch for chicks to salivate over", made it hard to not punch Nikki in that skinny 
nose or bust a bottle over the hair he teased and dyed to fake it ‘til he made it like the rest. No one in 
Compton is spoiled and he worked damn hard to get his blond better than Sun In but not so white he looked like 


a tan albino. Or something. Whatever. 


The next time he glanced away from Girl 45's meager cleavage Nikki was staring right at him. Leering, really. 
What the fuck was his problem? Was he into this chick? Vince wasn't really into pussy theft, especially with 
the Vals, but after dealing with Nikki going on and on about how he should listen to real music and drink real 
booze and suck real tits he was real tired of that condescending asshole and figured the king could use a taste 
of rebellion 

Vince interrupted the girl's monotony about Barneys in Encino with a kiss, one encouraged by Tommy's rowdy 


catcall from his drum riser. Regardless of how bad the girl was at liplocks she served her purpose of pissing 


Nikki off as he stormed off to set up his bass. 
Vince did not know how angry Nikki was until the show was over and they got home. 


There was heavy breathing coming from the room. Long, labored pants of a woman ascending towards climax. 
Sounded about right actually. All the guys had a particular set of sounds that came from their lucky ladies (?) 
during a fuck session. Vince's girls were always cheerful, happy moaners, the kind of purrs of approval that 
certified Vince to anyone who was listening as damn good, if not positively great, at spanking the monkey. 
Tommy's sounds were erratic and random. He could have sworn he heard a rooster crowing in there one night, 
and neighbors even complained about it the next day, going on about how no damn cock belongs in fucking 
Hollywood. That was still worth quite a few half-hearted chuckles, even standing there, waiting. 


Nikki's sounds... 


The girl was screaming now, calling out Nikki's name and receiving half-hearted grunts in reply. Vince had 
noticed that, too: while he and Tommy were just as involved in the vocals as their mates, Nikki never uttered 
a sound above ear-straining level. He'd have dames begging to hear his voice, but pleas were always followed 
by the invocations of deities such as what Vince heard now. 


He understood and related to the frustration because that had been him, one night in the Valley. 


Fuck, he should just grab a beer, take his ass back to the couch and try to get over these fucking nerves by 
drowning them in shitty alcohol. They'd have better if Tommy's dumb ass hadn't spent lost half the cash in a 
bet with goddamn Blackie Lawless. Long story short Blackie barely put forth any effort to outsmart and trick 
simple Tommy and win the $200. Nikki, as Blackie's most ardent frenemy, really gave it to the blockhead when 
he slumped through the door that night with the news. Typical King Douche behavior. Vince would never let 
that asshole talk to him like that. No way, Jose. He'd sooner suck a dick before he let that dickwad treat him 
like some retarded flunky. 


Vince shut his eyes tight and sighed. Wait, shit. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
Again it\'s been a while and this is for someone so ye. Also \"//\" means something was originally italicized and 


denotes the speech takes place either in Nikki\'s room or in the past. 


Vince prided himself on keeping his cool to fit his surf n roll persona, but a time like this was no time for 
people to be coming up behind him and saying random shit. He spun on his heel towards the intruder, eyes wide 


and breath heavy in the darkness. 

"Shit, Mick, where the fuck did you come from?!" 

The elder raised his eyebrows into his bangs, taking a swig from his bottle. Urgh, little old troll 
"Mars, blondie. May | ask why you're standing outside," //Oh sweet Jesus, Nikkil// “this door?" 


Fuck. Who the fuck was he to ask with his lame little monogamous self? Vince huffed indignantly and tossed 


some blond over his shoulder as he scratched his nose. 


"Why not? Its a free fucking country. | can stand where | want tol" Quick, he had to find a distraction He 
zeroed in on the bottle. "Um is that our beer? Did you take the last bottle?!" 


Mick noted the high octave of Vince's voice and, slowly, a smirk squirmed up along his face. Sure he could 


shred a guitar, but old troll was creepy as fuck. 
"Nah. Y'all drink the cheap stuff" //Uh uh uh uh uh uhl// “Unworthy." 


The two men with nothing in common but gender and a band stood in silence for a few minutes, both aware 
but nondescript about the racket coming from behind the door. Vince's eyes rolled over to the carpet and 
followed the trail of lighter fluid to different rooms in the house, traced the pattern on the wood paneling, 
started to count the number of burns on the walls from hairspray torches. He was on 7 when Mick's chuckle 


startled him again and refocused his stare on the man's smug grin. 

"Good luck" 

As Mick ambled towards the bathroom, probably to drop a bomb before going back to Redondo Beach, Vince 
was tempted to shove him against the wall and scream right into his face, "FUCK YOU YOU DON'T KNOW SHIT 
GO FUCK YOURSELF | HATE YOU AND YOU SMELL LIKE MOTH BALLS." 


//Uhhhhhhhhnnnnnnnnnnnnn!// 


But. He stood outside the door. 


Nikki was cautious and lazy. Cautious, in that he never wanted Vince or Tommy to see a nice piece of ass 
leaving his room because they had both chewed him out for hogging the pretty ones to himself. Especially 
away from Vince, since as lead singer and breathing expression of the music he was the default object of 
horny groupie desire. Lazy, in that he never led a girl out, as Tommy always did to their car or sidewalk and 
as Vince always did. To his bedroom door. Before going back to bed for another. But the point is he did, guide 
the girl out that is. 


This naturally meant most of Nikki's guests had to exit through the window, but he never fucked any fat 
chicks so to Vince this didn't seem like an inconvenience to the girl, just kind of a general asshole thing to do. 


Like, some of those girls wore really high heels, even for a frequent heel wearer like Vince. 


Shit, the window had shut. What was he going to do? He looked at his socks again, searching the cotton for an 


answer. Get a beer or knock. Get a beer or knock. Beer or knock. Both. No, beer or knock. Beer or... 


His fist rose and rapped on the door twice, bold and loud and fuck what did he just do?! Nikki would be all 
sweaty and stinky and gross and he had to go. He had to go get that beer. Fuck this, he was going to get that 


beer. 


Except he didn't. Because he was an idiot and stood there like a dodo bird as the door slowly opened. He 
expected smoke to spill out as the gate to hell creaked open to reveal a bunch of succubi making out with 
each other and Nikki standing there wearing a black robe with a pentagram charm on it and nothing 
underneath, fangs bared. 


While none of that happened, Vince was just as speechless as if it had not been a scene spawned by frantic 
worry. Nikki was the only constant, but instead of the robe spun from the hair of conquests, a sheet the color 
of a squashed cockroach clung to his lower half as the rest of his tall, languid form reclined against the door 
frame. As predicted, his torso still had a layer of sweat on it, and strangely this fascinated Vince more than it 
repulsed him. When their eyes finally met, Nikki's gaze was behind his wet bangs until he pushed them back, 


revealing a tired, wary stare 


"What?" 
//What? What's your fucking problem, Vince?// 


"| | um." 
//My fucking problem?! | have a fucking problem with you glaring at me all the time, like you own every girl 
around!// 


Nikki was too powerful head-on. Vince had to avert his eyes, fold his arms over his KNAC t-shirt, shake his 


blond tresses. 


"Look man, you were being way too loud, and | have to work tomorrow morning. That's not cool at all, dude." 
Challenged, and maybe with some help from some ludes or other sedatives, Nikki narrowed his eyes. 


//0wn every girl? Maybe its you | own, you blond bitch// 
"Not cool, huh?" 


Vince swallowed. He smelled like sex. 


//Who the fuck are you calling a bitch, asswipe?! And you don't own anything you stuck up piece of shit so 
get off my dickl// 


"No. Its not. You should try to be more considerate of others, y'know?" 

He should've turned and left then. Head held high, victorious in this battle of will, this power struggle from two 
different ends of the universe. Vince was the good guy! The straight guy! And then Vince would never have to 
think about It again and they could go about their merry pussy way. 

Nikki leaned away from the frame and towards Vince. The scent of sex-sweat, cum, musk, the girl's perfume, 
his cologne- flooded the supposed victor's thoughts and he desperately fought for control, for the "No" that 


eluded him as Nikki paused too close to his face. 


"Then, shall | consider the boner you have right now?" 


Three 


Fuck. Vince had fallen right into a trap he'd set himself by coming outside the door in the first place. His anger 
produced a flush of red across his face whose intensity Nikki could detect from the sudden output of heat and 
ramble of words that followed. 


"Why the fuck are you looking at my crotch?! And | don't have a boner anyway!" 


He did, but Nikki didn't need to know that. God, would there ever be a day where Vince could wear jeans that 


didn't so clearly indicate the swelling of his penis? 
"Really?" 


"Really!" Vince snapped, cautiously leaning back on his heel. He was gonna bail and find that girl he fucked in the 
parking lot of the Rainbow that afternoon who had the condo near Malibu and trade sex for a roof because 
being a rock star wasn't worth this. It wasn't worth a man that had at least half a foot on you smirking at 
you like you were some piece of meat ready to be eaten by the dog sitting on his head, or by the head 
hellhound himself. 


"Then what's-" He wasn't fast , enough. Nikki's hand had already sprung up and sank its grip into Vince's crotch, 
clutching it even harder when it produced a startled hiss. "This? You're no T-bone, so | know it's not flaccid" 


"Get offl" Vince raised his fist with no clear target- definitely either a nose or the offending hand-but Nikki 


was again too fast and yanked the wrist to pull him closer, laughing at his victim's growl. 
"So what, Vince? You here for round two, huh?" 


"No!" He struggled with both hands holding him close-too close-to the son of a bitch. If he stayed to long, the 


scent would disable him and anything Nikki said would become law. "| was drunk, and you attacked mel" 
"Vince." 


‘lm not gay! And last time sucked! | mean, if | was gay, | wouldn't want to fuck you! You are the worst ass 


bandit..ever!" 

"Vince." 

"Nikkil" 

He was finally out of his physical grip, but another hold had captured Vince's attention as, flushed and hiding 


his furrowed face behind his hair, the most straight man in the world met what he could of Nikki's gaze and 


knew it was too late. His fingers ran down along Vince's sides, callouses skimming his skin and prompting a 


defiant sigh. 
"No." 
Nikki dropped his hand back to his left, shrugging loosely. 


"Fine. See ya tomorrow then" 


Nikki started to shuffle back to shut the door. Vince was still hard, but wasn't looking forward to jacking off in 
a bathroom with staring down at him, laughing at how lame he was. The door was just about closed when 


Vince abruptly shoved it open and stormed into the room, stepping all over platform boots and KISS vinyls. 
"Fine. You win, Like always." 


Nikki, only slightly surprised, watched Vince tear off his t-shirt and fling it into laundry oblivion. Vince felt 
Nikki's stare on him, had a notion that his eyes were tracing whatever those ripped up stage shirts didn't 
reveal, refining mental sketches from last time. It simultaneously upset and excited him, especially since the 


moonlight filtering in probably accentuated every sinew of muscle and every wisp of bleach blond. 
| don't know what was in that bitch's cunt, so you better just suck my dick." 

Nikki chortled and Vince shot him a glare. 

"I'm glad you think this is so funny you fag!" 


Another louder laugh came as Nikki moved back onto his mattress, sliding up it to put both his hands behind 
his head. 


"You're just so cute when you think you run things. You're a textbook bottom if I've every seen one." His smirk 
returned full-throttle when Vince folded his arms over his naked chest and intensified his glare. "Quite pouting 
and take your jeans off" 


Vince rolled his eyes and continued disrobing. Fuck this asshole-argh not literally! Condescending as always. Prick. 
Buttwipe. He snuck a glance at Nikki when he was pulling the Levis from around his ankles. He was staring right 
back at him, sheet pushed aside so that his dick hung out just so over his muscular thigh. His eyelids were 
low, a cross between bored and aroused, and his lips pursed. 


What about that dope's face made Vince so goddamned horny? A lot of girls, and maybe some guys, had 
regarded him with even more unbridled lust, and Vince's pecker wouldn't even peek out to see the applicants. 
Nikki was so nonchalant about wanting to fuck Vince, it was almost insulting. Maybe it was because he knew he 


wouldn't have to expend energy in hunting and feasting? Because, honestly, Vince was lazy; easy pussy or no 


pussy. 


Naked, Vince stood up straight and sighed, pushing hair back out of his face. 


Nikki analyzed his form a moment before curling and uncurling his forefinger for his prize to come closer. 
Vince, cautious of cockroaches, sat on the edge of the bed and turned a bit to face Nikki. Unconsciously 
expecting the next order. 


"Vince. Really. How can | suck your cock when you're way down there? Come here." 


"Then say something dickwadl" Vince crawled closer, right beside Nikki, and allowed the older man to draw him 
closer by the back of his head. Fuck, too close again. He stopped when their noses grazed, shallow and deep 


breath intermingling. 
"What..are you doing?" 


Vince's whisper made him sound like a scared little bitch, which probably summed him up just right at the 
moment. Why was his heart beating his chest like a sledgehammer? Not even a nice big rack got him this 
worked up. Why did Nikki do this to him, reached in without offering anything in return? Sure, he didn't care 
about Mary Sue after he fucked her, but this was his bandmate, his sometimes friend. 


Sometimes. They shared eyeliner. They pulled great pranks on the guys. On stage, there was no chemistry 
better than when the spotlight was beating down on them, and Vince was mid-yowl, leaning against Nikki as he 
pounded his Thunderbird. That was the best, not this weird mushy shit he felt when they were close like this. 


At least then the distance was closed between them, musically. 
Now, they felt so far apart, even as Nikki pulled him into a kiss. 


As much as the porking blew, supposedly, Vince couldn't even pretend to hate kissing Nikki. He was voracious, 
just like in everything he did, but Vince always felt he had a chance at winning in a liplock. Nikki was always the 
first to bite, dirty fighter. He'd sink his teeth into Vince's bottom lip and worry it until it was raw enough to 
almost taste blood, but Vince's tongue always coaxed away that violence and brought a more lenient urgency, 
one that bound the activity to Nikki's hands. They moved along Vince's back down to his cheeks, fingers sliding 


between them until Vince groaned and tried to pull back. 
‘| said..mmph just my cock!" 


"I heard what you said" Nikki sought Vince's lips again and, when rebuffed, settled his bites on the neck. His 
fingers pressed on boldly. 


"Nikki! Seriously-" Vince rolled from on top onto his side, brow bent and hand shoving against Nikki's chest. 
"Last time was a fluke. You forced me-" 


"| didn't force you to do shit, Vince. Just like | didn't force you to stand outside my door and wait for me to 
stop screwing that girl to screw you." Encouraged by Vince's petulant huff, Nikki continued with his head in the 


palm of his hand and elbow in the mattress. Smug fucker! "If you had meant those no's | might've stopped.” 
"Might've?! And for you information captain asshole | did mean theml!" 


Nikki snorted and shook his head, the black bangs falling over his eyes and part of his nose as he reclined on 


some pillows. Again with this nose-in-the-air-don't- care crap! 


"Whatever. The facts are | had to put my hand on your mouth to keep your little squeals quiet, and you came. 


Twice." 


Vince had no verbal reply for that. Replaying the night in his head yielded nothing short of mortification. He 
was straight. He liked pussy. He liked titties. Guys did hit on him a lot, whether mistaken for a female or not, 
but taking a dick up the ass had never crossed his mind. Oral..was just orall If someone wanted to suck his 


dick, male or female, who was he to refuse action for el Guapo (his dick)? 
Nothing gay about that! 


No, it was Nikki who was crooked. One minute Tommy was telling him he had a crush on the guy, the next he's 
beaming at him and bursting at the seams to gush about what a great lay Nikki was. Waaay too much 
information. And there were rumors on the Strip that the power struggle in Sister with Blackie Lawless was 
both about the band and about Nikki refusing to let Blackie always hold the whip. Even the notion that Nikki 
would fuck that beast skeeved Vince out, nevermind the horndog was always licking his chops at him whenever 


the Crue and WASP hung out. 

"Done pouting, Prince Vince?" 

Vince pursed his lips. He could still run. Nevermind he would be naked, dashing out of Nikki's room like a crazed, 
but graceful and beautiful, alley cat. Maybe no one would see. Maybe he could still quit this band and find 
another. He had a great Robin Zander meets Diamond Dave look, the perfect Cali guy to make a rock band 
really pop. He didn't need Motley Crue; Motley Crue needed hin! 

No wonder Nikki, almost desperately, really, shoved him on his back roughly, with a snarl to boot! The asshole 
was as, if not more frazzled than Vince; he simply hid it better under that tough guy bullshit every LA. 
poseur developed. 


He could lose control, too. 


Their lips were together again, turning a kiss into war again, but this time Vince could (semi-)confidently push 


Nikki back and look him right in the heavy hooded eyes. 
‘lm your blond cash cow, aren't | Sixx?" 


To lessen a the threat, Vince stretched his arms up and wrapped them about Nikki's shoulders, tossing in a sly 


grin for good measure. Nikki's eyes still read as suspicious, instigating Vince sliding his tan leg between his 
thighs. Eye contact was maintained right until Nikki grunted and shut his eyes. Mouth tight, he mumbled, 
"You're my blond bitch." 


Seemed like Vince would have to yank it out. His fingers unlaced to trace the back of Nikki's neck, lightly. He 


tilted his head and moved his own hand to Vince's cock. 
"You slut. You've been wet the whole time." 


Vince's grin grew, lids lowering as Nikki fist began to plunging up and down his length. The calluses still felt too 
rough and too fast, and Vince's moan was still involuntary, but his body had linked the motion to pleasure and 
now produced more precum as the pace quickened. He wanted Vince to crack again, showing up at his door 
hadn't been a sufficient embarrassment. 


"You're a sick motherfucker, Nikki." Maybe verbal slights would get him riled up. Lord knows the guy loved to 
talk about himself. "I've never heard of guys fucking a chick and fucking a dude in the same hour. Are you 


sure you don't swing for both teams?" 


Nikki grunted and removed his fingers from Vince's dick. Minor discomfort from the loss of stimulation broke 
into pain when Nikki shoved the fingers into Vince with no warning. His hands unwrapped from Nikki's neck to 
stifle the ensuing yelp. To no avail, the fingers twisted and writhed within him and prompted louder, less 


controlled cries. No, he would not lose to some pitiful finger fucking, no matter how frustrated it got him. 


"L-Lita was a cover up, right? She kind of looks like me, huh? I'll never have those huge knockers, but | wear 


lipstick better, right?" 


Another finger wriggled its way into Vince, constricting the talk to breathy wails as the three digits thrusted 
in and out of him. Didn't he almost trip over some Vaseline walking into this hell pit? Why couldn't this 
Neanderthal grab a glob instead of relying on spunk that barely covered the fingers? 


‘Oooh, Nik." Vince managed that after some time filled with heavy breathing and the wet sounds of skin in skin 
as Vince made a feeble attempt at moving his hips against the fingers. Inconsistently, he trekked further on 
Nikki's nerves. "Too bad..your dick will never be this-fuck- this thick. If l'm a fag for a night..l'd rather-l'd 


rather have a good dick in me... 


The same fingers that had been in his asshole abruptly gripped Vince's face, clutching it so tight he could 
barely move his head back in surprise and open his mouth to gasp. Nikki's green eyes looked pitch black in the 
darkness around them, matching his wild mane that, unlike the blond sticking to Vince's cheeks and forehead, 
was the same teased mess as when they hit the Strip at 8 that night. Or last night? The stare held Vince's 


bewildered glare. 


| know what you're trying to do, and it won't work. I'm going to cum in you and spray jizz all over your face. 


And no matter how much you assert your heterosexuality and try to insult me, you're going to love every 


second of it. 


l'm going to make you cry like the little blond bitch you are." 


Four 


Vince thrashed wildly, acutely aware that retreat was needed before Nikki's prediction became awkward and 


embarrassing truth. The night's tug of war between yes and no claimed "HELL TO THE NO" as victorious. 
"Nol Fuck youl | hate youl | don't want to be anywhere near youl Get off of mel" 


Vince tried to twist away and roll off the bed, but Nikki grabbed his shoulder and threw him back onto the 


pillow, pinning his wrists above his head with one hand as he groped one of his kicking legs. 


The horror written on Vince's flushed face was the same as in the Valley, but this time he wanted him to look 
at him while he did this? And goddamn it the Vaseline wasn't even that far away, and it would only take a few 
seconds to slap it on for this torture! 


Nikki smirked. 


"Fuck!" Vince swore this and more and bit into his bottom lip as he thrust into his stretched hole, going and 
going until his cock was completely buried in the heat. Suddenly the warmth Vince had been feeling from Nikki's 
earlier maneuvers quadrupled and he panted into the pillow, thankful Nikki's eyes were on the legs he'd shoved 
upward instead of his face. 


Between thrusts his calm breath ghosted his tan thigh and lips skimmed the flesh only 6 AM water waves had 
touched. If Vince was a contortionist he might've gone further down; instead he pushed the legs down and 
clutched both of Vince's wrists with his hands, no fight to endure. For all the stalling and bullshit, Vince 
couldn't help but fall into the rhythm dictated by Nikki's cock, grinding his hips in time with it. 


So maybe he did like getting it up the ass from an asshole. Maybe the fighting and name-calling was kinda like 
a really annoying form of foreplay, the only kind that seemed to work in both encounters. Tenderness would 


never be the norm, as the sudden and sporadic quickening of Nikki's pace proved. 


Vince stopped trying to match the rhythm, an act of sort-of-kind-of rebellion, and allowed himself to be 
fucked viciously. A chainsaw would have been gentler than the dominant man, but Vince's moans for more 
became louder and shriller all the same. Because he liked this. A lot. Because the night in the Valley had been 
the best night in his sex life, even better than the Swedish twins. 


All the time Vince was the aggressor, just like the other guys, stalking and killing prey with a perfectly 
bleached coif, tight body and singing that was nothing to win Star Search with, but singing all the same. And he 
loved that. But for that night, he was the prey. The role reversal was outrageous and humiliating in the same 
arousing way, and even though Nikki had never crossed him as "Best guy to have butt sex with", he was 
scarily perfect for the deed. His larger size and opposite personality-quiet, brooding, controlling-made sense in 


a strange way. 


Even now, Vince made the bulk of the noise with his moans as Nikki's heavy breathing barely rose above the 
sound of the squeaking mattress, sometimes with a swear slipping out when Vince abruptly tightened. 


Nikki's pungent sweat dripped onto Vince's bobbing chest, mixing with his perspiration as his blond bitch spoke 
the first words since copulating had begun. 


"C-Close...0h..." 


Nikki purposefully slowed his pace to get in deep, breath ragged as he moved languidly in and out and in and 
out and in and out, minute by minute. Against better judgment Vince whined and attempted to move his hips 
for the quicker speed again, but Nikki moved the hands from his wrists to his hips to pull them close himself. 


"There, you slut” His low voice, or a draft from the open window, sent goosebumps across Vince's florid skin. 


"Right here, huh?" 


"Mmm-hmm.." He arched his back and licked his lips, eyes shut too tight to see a grin flicker across Nikki's 
face. "Nik... don't wanna..." 


The calluses returned to the hard flesh of his cock and started to pump again, coordinated with Nikki's thrusts. 
The only want Nikki cared about was his, and that was to get off in and on his blond bitch. 


He almost didn't want to, just so he'd have more time to see Vince like this. In classic lead singer style, 
everything was always about him and his desires, and chicks saw to it that they were met eagerly and 
regularly. Initially this repulsed Nikki, since he had to strive and scrounge for the few things he had instead of 
relying on good looks and personality, but soon he saw the good in Vince, that GOOD primarily being his ass. 


He had the best ass on the band, possibly on the Sunset Strip, and he knew it. Whacking off would start with 
fucking a Playmate's pussy and end with fucking Vince's ass. A buxom woman's moans became a relenting 


man's squeals. Maybe call him Master, if they ever got that far. 


The night in the Valley had been a breaking point, as the bastard had the nerve to throw girls in his face and 
try to laugh about it. Cock teasing, that's what that was about, no matter how much Vince asserted he 
wanted nothing to do with him. No one wanted anything to do with him until he forced people to pay attention 
Pulling out his cock in the bathroom to call Vince's bluff was enough force to deflower him then and bring that 
ass back that night. 


His white blond hair clung to his high cheekbones and full lips as Vince opened his eyes and cought Nikki staring 
at him. Melted and too fucking pretty. Angelic pretty. 


Out of spite Nikki returned to his fast pace, quiet squeaks returning to cacophony as Vince winced with a groan 
and finally came all over his stomach and chest, some on the sheets. As he caught his breath and wiped 
sweat from his brow, Nikki leaned over and into him and caught his lips in the night's third kiss, this time 
deeper and more thorough than the last. Nikki stopped and bit right into Vince's lip as he came. 


Stunned from the blood leaking from the wound, Vince was completely unprepared for another warm liquid to 
dribble onto his face, dripping from his nose and cheek down to his lips, salt mixing with a metallic taste, and to 
his chin. 


"Fuck, Nikkil" Vince sat up and moved to wipe the mess off his face until his wrists were caught again and 


Nikki's smirk had returned in full force. 
"Uh uh. | want to savor this. You look hotter than ever...Vinnie." 


Vince grit his teeth just to avoid decking him in the jaw, but still spat, "You sick fuck. All this blood and cum 
gets you off, you satanic freak" 


Nikki's grip tightened when he moved to escape again. "Why not? To see a perfect little Cali boy like you ruined 
is priceless. Hell, | might have enough jizz left to do a better job." 


His brow creased, Vince's lips parted and formed silent syllables until he settled on one attack. "You son of a 
bitch! | didn't come here for you to RUIN mel | didn't even come here for you to fuck me!" 


"But | did both of those things. And you liked both of those things. Admit it," Nikki leaned into Vince's space, 
holding his gaze as he muttered the killing shot. 


"You love what | do to you because no one else can do it to you. Especially not like me." 
"Nik-" 


“Tommy was grateful when | fucked his bony ass and it's time you be too. | may not be as pretty as you, as 
well-endowed as T-bone, or even as emotionally stable as Mick, but | know for damn sure | jab like no other. 


And you and your pussy can't get enough of me." 


He finally let go and Vince bolted up as if one of the many bedbugs had finally sunk its teeth into his penis. He 
threw on his t-shirt and boxers and stormed out with the rest in his hands, straight-faced and with a door 
slam. Once in the bathroom, he shut the door and dumped his clothes on the floor. Sinking into the toilet seat, 
he clutched his face in his hands for a few minutes until he leaned back against the toilet, head tapping the 
sticky wallpaper as he stared up at the light. 


After a few more moments, he stood and grabbed the last few pieces of toilet paper to wet and wipe his face 
clean He glanced at his lip in the mirror now that the obstructing cum and blood were gone. Swollen twice its 


size. Bastard. He met his reflection's gaze. 


Fuck him. He ain't shit. His dick ain't shit. His fucking ain't shit. He's shit. Vince said no. He didn't listen and just 
embarrassed himself for it. And what was his deal calling his asshole a pussy? What kind of gay porn had that 
psycho been watching lately? Man, fuck that jerk-off. He didn't mean shit to Vince. Never did, never will 


Vince savagely wiped at the new wetness on his cheeks. 


If he could control this, he would. 


